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"Wake up, Kirk. Come on, wake up," | whispered, the words ghosting over Kirk's closed eyelids. 
Kirk moaned, but stubbornly slept on 
| tugged away the sheet covering him, leaving his nakedness exposed to the moonlight creeping into our 


bedroom. "Come on, baby, wake up for me." | lightly touched the golden skin, running my fingers gently down 


Kirk's sternum. 


Kirk shivered and moaned again. "James," he whispered, voice thick with sleep. 

Seemingly on its own, my hand drifted over the tattoo of his date of birth. Kirk shuddered as | outlined the 
date that was so important to both of us--for him it signified the day he graced this world; for me it 
represented the birth of my salvation. | continued to explore my lover's body, grazing Kirk's pelvic bone before 
settling on a tattooed hip. 

Kirk shifted in his sleep. He caught his lower lip between his teeth and whimpered in that way he does when 
l'm pounding into him. | didn't have to wonder about what he was dreaming. Too bad | was trying to wake him 


up, but the reality was always better than the dream. 


| squeezed his hip gently, rubbing the satiny skin with my thumb. "Open your eyes, Kirk" Another squeeze and 
my hand drifted upward, trailing along Kirk's side. 


Kirk's muscles quivered and there was a gasp as he opened his eyes. "James?" 


"Who else would it be?" | leaned on my elbow and swiped my tongue along his bottom lip before kissing him. 
“Bout time you woke up. Thought you were gonna sleep right through this.’ 


Just touching him made my breath quicken. | wanted to enjoy the anticipation before giving into my needs. It 
was more then wanting him. It was even stronger than desire. | needed Kirk 


And because | could never get enough, | kissed him again. 
"Please..you have to..." 
"Please? What do | have to do, noisy thing?" | asked. "Tell me. Wanna hear you say it” 


"James, do something. You make me feel good..so good.m--move your hand. *Do* something. Just..anything, 


please." Kirk laid his hand on top of mine and curled my fingers around his cock 


"Oh, | will” | took one of Kirk's nipples into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it, feeling it peak Still, my 


hand on Kirk's cock didn't move. 

Kirk lifted his hips a little. "Fuck, d-do something. Oh. Oh!" he exclaimed as | bit gently at his nipple. 

| grunted in response, placing tiny kisses along Kirk's stomach, my tongue dipping into the well of his 
bellyoutton With a feather light touch, | stroked his cock. My grip wasn't firm. | really wanted to make him 
beg. 


"D-don't do this to me, please," Kirk pleaded even as | lifted my head to look at him. 


"You don't want me to Touch you anymore?" | teased, removing my hand. 


Kirk surged upward and grasped my shoulders in a hard grip. "Listen, fucker, you can't start something and not 


finish it. Now put that hand back where it was and for fuck's sake, do something with it!" 


| grinned at him as Kirk collapsed back against the pillows. "Your wish is my command" | grasped Kirk's cock, 
my grip more solid, and started a slow stroke. From root to tip and back again, | felt Kirk's excitement grow in 
my palm. As my hand continued to bring him closer to the edge, my mouth found Kirk's nipple again and | 
gently sucked at it. 


Kirk brushed his fingers along my jaw, trailing them down my neck, scratching me lightly. His eyes were half 
closed, harsh pants coming from his mouth. "G-god.!..oh..that..you... Words drifted into moans as | increased 
both pressure and speed. 

"Ready to come for me, baby?" | asked, rimming Kirk's ear with my tongue. "Ready?" 

"Y--ye--uh, yes. Squeeze..tighter.more..f-faster.." Kirk's breath hitched and he tried to help things along by 
bucking his hips. He cried out when | took my hand away from his cock. Kirk wasn't in charge here, | was. 
"James," he wailed. 

"Not yet," | murmured, running a soothing hand across his stomach. With little grace and slightly shaky limbs, | 
threw a bare leg over Kirk and straddled him. "So beautiful. So fucking hot when you're on the brink of coming. 


| love seeing you this way." 


"You do this to me." Kirk was trembling, a light sweat coating his chest. "Want you. Want you bad. Have to 


have you.please...” 


| knelt forward and slipped my fingers into his hair. Cupping the back of his head, | guided him upward. "You 


have me, baby. You will always have me," | said against his lips. 

We kissed, lips locking in fevered bliss. For a few moments our tongues twined together and we shared breath. 
"P-please," Kirk whispered into my mouth. "Can't wait..please don't make me wait" 

| licked at the corner of Kirk's mouth before nibbling along his jaw. "l'm gonna set every nerve on fire, turn 


you inside out. Gonna love you, babe." | traced the graceful line of Kirk's neck before sucking gently at his 


collarbone. 


Kirk bent his head back. "D-do it. Do it," he begged, clutching at my shoulders. "Destroy me. Pull me back 
together. Make me whole. Make me a part of you." 


| lowered Kirk gently to the pillows, caressing a tanned cheek as | did so. | sat up, loving the feel of his fingers 


gliding across my skin as his hands fell from my shoulders. 


With a gentle touch, Kirk traced my cock, brushing over the head. With a teasing flick, he gathered a drop of 
pre-cum and brought it to his mouth. "Taste so good" 


As | watched him, my own mouth went dry. Taking a few deep breaths, | realized my body was trembling with 


a crazed obsession that only Kirk could trigger. "Tease," | growled. 
"And you're not?" Kirk asked, bucking his hips upward. "Can you feel that? You did that" 


"Yeah, noisy thing, love the way your dick feels rubbing against me," | said as | lifted my body over his cock 
"For you, baby, for you." 


"Oh, god," Kirk gasped. "You're really going to..but, you never. mean.not usually..oh, god, you're gonna... 


The broken phrases ceased altogether as | took a hold of Kirk's cock and gently lowered myself onto it. Harsh 
breathing--Kirk's or mine, | couldn't tell which, maybe both--was the only sound | heard as he filled me. 
"Fuck..fuck.oh, yeah..incredible." 


"You--you were ready?" Kirk squeaked, his eyes going wide. "l--oh, fuck, that's so hot!" His fingers dug into the 


hard muscle of my thighs, causing me to shiver. "I can't believe you did that for me." 


"Anything for you, baby, anything," | gritted out as | adjusted to the cock impaling me. "Know you wanted this. 


Wanted to..do it.for you." | clenched my muscles, squeezing his cock. 


Fuck, that feels good..so good" Kirk bit his lip, already swollen from my kisses. "M-move. Wanna reach into 


you." 


"Yeah..ch, yeah." | tweaked one of his nipples even as | began to move slowly. Kirk watched me, his dark eyes 
smoky. 


He reached for me and started to pump my cock, his movements unhurried yet a bit erratic. Every time | 


pushed down on him, his hand twitched. 


| angled my hips as | rode him, rocking backward and forward slightly. Kirk touched me deep inside and | cried 


out, pleasure racing through me. 
"Let go, let go," Kirk murmured, cupping my balls in his other hand, giving them a gentle squeeze. 
With a shout, | flew in a million different directions before breaking free. My release splattered all over Kirk's 


chest and neck. | fumbled for his hands, our fingers intertwining. "Come on Come on. Do it, baby. Give it to me. 


Give it all to me." 


"Gonna do it.gonna come," Kirk gasped out as the bed shook from our exertions. It trembled each time | rocked 


my hips. "Awww... 
Kirk's very essence filled me and | felt complete. "God, so good. Oh, yeah." 


Kirk's chest heaved. Tendrils of hair stuck to his face and neck, the rest was a dark cloud around his head. 


"Fuck, that was..that was..." 


"Yeah," | answered, leaning forward to lick my come from Kirk's neck. The mattress creaked and shifted. "So 
good. Fucking earth shattering." | kissed him once more and let go of his hands. They immediately wound around 
my neck and he began playing with my hair. He liked to take strands of it and rub them between two fingers. It 


was an odd little ritual with him. 


The rhythmic stroking, though, was just enough to push me that extra step toward sleep. | almost always 
passed out after loving Kirk, but | could never fall asleep until | felt his fingers in my hair. Must be my own 
odd little ritual. 


"James?" 


"Yeah, baby?" My eyes grew heavy and | reluctantly pulled away from Kirk to collapse beside him. | tucked him 


close to me and felt him shaking. "Kirk? You alright?" Sleep dragged at me, but something was wrong. 
"James..James! Come on, man, don't do this to me. Get up!" 


"What's wrong?" | mumbled, trying to sound alert, but | was drifting. "Did | do something wrong? Not good for 


you?" 


"Huh? What? Fuck, whatever it is, we don't have time for it. Come on, you have to wake up! Now!" There was 


more shaking, and now my whole body moved with the force of it. 


"Jesus, why are you shaking?" The trembling was even more intense and my alarm pushed away any more 
thoughts of sleep. | was really worried now--maybe he was sick. | opened my eyes and realized two things at 
once. First, Kirk was standing next to the bed, staring down at me. Second, | was still shaking. And that was 
probably because the bed was moving. "Oh, shit!" 


"Yeah, earthquake, come onl" Kirk yanked the covers off of me. "We have to--" He stumbled backward as the 
ground lurched beneath his feet. "Shit!" 


| flung myself out of bed and reached for him. Our fingers barely touched when another tremor rippled 
through the house. Kirk threw his arms out for balance, but lost his footing and fell to the floor, landing on 


his side. 


"Kirk!" My eyes widened as the nightstand bumped and jiggled too close to Kirk's head. 


‘lm okay!" Kirk sat up and tried to get to his feet. "Damn it! | wish this would fucking stop!" A ceramic bowl 
full of change teetered off the dresser and fell. Shards of pottery danced and coins rolled across the floor as 
the ground continued to tremble. "Fuck! I'm getting tired of all this bouncing arou--whoa, James, what are you 
doing?" 


| swooped down and gripped Kirk around the waist, hauling him upward. | half-dragged, half-carried him over to 
the bedroom doorway where | collapsed to the floor, bringing him with me. 


Kirk tugged at my arms. "Okay, man, you can let go." 

Instead, | bundled him closer, tucking his curly head to my chest. | bent over, trying to shield him. "Hold still," | 
said through clenched teeth as Kirk struggled within my embrace. "We gotta ride this out." The framed picture 
of Edvard Munch's The Scream fell from its hook, landed on the bed then tipped over onto the floor. "Shit!" | 


exclaimed over the sound of breaking glass. 


Kirk's arms wound around my waist, his hands warm on my back. "I hate this. | hate this. Please, make it stop. 


Stupid, god-damn earthquake." 


| cupped the back of his neck, kneading it in wordless reassurance. We'd both been through earthquakes before. 
They were pretty fucking scary. 


My eyes flew around the room, taking in the framed photos as they fell from the dresser and off the walls. 
Papers with lyrics dashed off at odd times during the day and night tumbled from my desk, pens and pencils 
raining with them. My attention was broken as the earth heaved once more and | was thrown against the 
doorframe. "Fuck." | knew that was going to leave a bruise, but better me than Kirk. 

"J-James! Are you alright?" Kirk pushed at my chest. "Let me see. Where are you hurt?" 

| didn't know whether to be grateful or annoyed. If Kirk was worried about me, he didn't have time to be 
scared. The thing was | didn’t like for him to worry..especially about me. It didn't matter if he did it all of the 


time. 


"Stay where you arel" | tightened my grip on Kirk's neck, pulling him back into the safety of my arms. "I'm 
okay. Don't worry about it" 


"Fuck you," Kirk responded over the din of falling debris. "Ill worry if | want to. Where the fuck are you hurt?" 
‘tm not hurt," | argued. Okay, not grateful, annoyed. "Just a bruise..on my arm." 
"You going to let me up?" Kirk asked. He was trying his best to wiggle away from me, but | just held on to him. 


"Not yet," | managed as the ground heaved again. This time, | was prepared and braced myself as | bounced my 


other arm off the other side of the doorframe. "When it's safe, I'll let you up." See, I'm supposed to do the 


worrying.no matter what he thinks. 

"You know, you're such a--a fucking he-man," Kirk grumbled. "Why don't | get a chance to protect you?" 
"Because I'm bigger." | smiled despite the situation. 

‘lm older," Kirk countered as the earth once again shifted beneath us. 


"Doesn't matter. l'm still bigger." There was no way he could win this argument. I'm the protector. Period. The 


end. 


"Always have to have the last--Oh, god" We pitched forward, the shaking almost sending us sprawling back 


into the bedroom. "No more. Please..." 


| righted us and held on tighter to Kirk. "Take it easy. | think it's almost done. That last one wasn't so bad. Just 


another minute or two and it'll be all over." 
'L-liar." Kirk clutched at me, burying his face in my neck. "You're just saying that to m-make me feel better." 


"No. Trust me. Not too much longer. Feel that? Its not so bad now.." The ground shuddered once more and 
settled. "See? It stopped" | relaxed and pulled away to look down into Kirk's face. "You okay?" 


"Yeah, yeah. Fine." He took a deep breath and let it out. "I hate fucking ‘quakes!" He ran his hands up and down 
my arms. "Which one did you hit?" 


"Both of them," | answered. "Not a big deal. I'll be fine." 
Kirk stared at me. "You sure?" 


| nodded. "Yeah, no damage." | looked around. "Can't say the same for our bedroom. Fuck knows what the rest of 
the house looks like." 


Kirk shrugged. "Don't care about the room or the house. As long as we're both in one piece that's all that 


matters.” 

"Then | guess everything's okay." 

"Shit, for a minute there | didn't think it was going to be," Kirk muttered. 
| raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?" 


"| couldn't get you to wake the fuck up," Kirk said. "You were so far under, man. It must have been some 


fucking dream." 


| smiled at him. "Oh, it definitely was *some* fucking dream. A great fucking dream." | reached for Kirk's hand 
and guided it to my crotch. "Can't you tell?" 


Kirk's eyes blinked, his hand encountering the wet spot on the front of my underwear. "It was a good one, huh? 
Wanna tell me about it?" 


"Why don't | show you instead?" Holding him to me, | tumbled backward into the hallway. "It was pretty fucking 


hot." | gazed up into my lover's face. 
"Hot, huh?" Kirk brushed his lips against mine. "How hot?" 


"Very hot." | squeezed his ass. "We made the earth move." 


The End 


